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autumn afternoon her unhappiness was so deep
that all her courage left her. She went out on to
the peak of the Fell that looks down over Borrow-
dale and sat there, while the clouds rolled over
Scafell in red and smoky splendour and all the
bracken was gold. But she saw nothing. She
sat there, her head in her hands, and cried her
heart out. Only a stone's fall below her her
father had lived, crazily alone for years,

* Oh, I cannot endure it any longer,' she cried
as though to him. * I cannot live without
Georges. What am I to do?'

She dried her eyes and tried to be sensible.
This was what she always despised others for
doing, to have the vapours as the women in
Keswick did, or to want a man who did not want
them. Georges did not want her. Now, here
on this hill, with only the sky about her, she must
understand that he was never going to return.
Her life with him was over, and she must make
a new life for herself. ' No one can beat you
but yourself/ She was young, strong, full of
curiosity and eagerness to see the world.

Georges had never cared very much for her
(but had he not always returned to her?), he was
not a fine man (but was he not endearing with his
dark hair and his sense of fun?), he was for ever
in a temper (but was he not enchanting when
things went well?), he would be hanged one day
(would she not be proud to stand at his side when
all the world was against him?), he was French, and
the French were a bad nation (did she truly care
what he was so long as he was with her?), she was
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